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	Gladium

**So, this is normally where I say I have no idea where this came from…except I know exactly where it comes from. I've been binge watching Spartacus. A whole season in two days. Yup, I'm ruined and this is a thing. **
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Steel flashes.

Flesh splits.

Blood spurts.

A scream.

Thunder, the roar of the crowed as a body hits the ground, the sand pooling with blood.

The Gladiator lifts her gore coated axe to the heavens and lets loose a howl of victory, blood running in rivers off silver armor, down golden skin, around supple breasts. A Furry in the pit of sand forged and tempered in the very arena in which she stood, boots caked with blood soaked sand.

"Your Champion!" Booms a voice over the roar. "The Devine Beauty, Daughter of Hoffer, Astrid!"

He draws her name out for several beats. The crowed cheers her name, the roar flowing into a chant that shakes the columns. She stands in the center of the ring, her foe at her feet, soaking the sand red. Her axe remains aloft as she pivots in a slow circle. Her eyes fall briefly on the noble's stand, a face she does not recognize meets her own, piercing eyes stabbing like emerald arrows into her own. For the briefest of moments, the roar of the crowed subsides to a dull thrum. For the smallest of seconds, they are the only two bodies in the arena, in the whole of the town, in all of Jupiter's great creation.

The moment ends, and Astrid retires from the field, pumping her weapon as she walks, goading the crowed to still further madness. But as she steps from scalding sand to cool stone, her thoughts travel to the stranger in her master's box. Who was he?

By contrast the undercroft is quite, cool, the baking Roman sun not reaching into the darkness. The torches burn brightly, setting shadows to dance on the walls. Her brothers wait in the dark chambers, cheering their champion. Her honor is their honor, her glory their glory, her victory their own. The celebration is short, no time to enjoy the moment. The road home lay before them, long and unyielding. They must depart soon if they wish to return to the villa before nightfall. The other gladiators cheer at their return, glad to see only a few of their number missing.

"Welcome home," comes the gravelly voice of a blond slave from the shadows of a pillar.

"Thank you Ruffnut" she says, not looking at the topless slave.

"I take it the Primus went well?"

"The Carthaginian champion was weak, slow. He had size and strength, but that was all. A poor match for my skill."

"I'm sorry to hear that your skill was not tried. But I am glad you return alive, none the less."

"Your concern is greatly appreciated." Their tone is sarcastic, yet friendly.

"So, did any of the lords request you while you were away?" Always so snide the concubine was. Too many years spent as a common whore.

"No" the gladiator replies, bluntly.

"Is that regret I hear in your voice?" The blonde's tone is mocking, disrespectful, but the gladiator lets it pass.

"None of them have the balls or the cock to satisfy," Astrid declares, the house slave matching her pace to the baths. "Roman men have not the fortitude to please me."

"Still, no one dared. Not a one of the Roman's tickled your fancy, or your cunt?"

"There was one" she recalled. The young man who had watched her from the master's box.

"Oh?" Suddenly Ruffnut is interested, eager to hear the vulgar details. "Was he handsome and young, or a fat boy lover like the rest?

"I do not know" Astrid replied, pulling her tunic over her head. It was ragged, dirty, stained with blood and sweat and dirt. It stank of the training field, and Astrid loved it. She untied and tossed her loincloth away to be washed, unconcerned with her nudity around the other gladiators. None of them dared to try anything. The one man who had had ended up without his throat. Besides, all of the veterans were used to seeing their Devine Beauty naked and respected her far to much to make unwanted advances. She was as a brother to them, her tenacity and strength proving her worth as a warrior.

She slipped into the cool water with a sigh, relief from a long, hot day in wading through blood, sweat and grit. The pleasure of slipping into a cool bath was ecstasy enough for her, to wash the grease and grim from her in quite solace.

"What do you mean you do not know?"

Astrid frowned, her peace intruded upon by the whore still in her presence. She needed a friend closer to her station.

"I did not meet him" she answered coolly. I saw him from the Arena floor after I slew the Carthaginian. He sat with the master. I had never seen him before."

"Was he old?"

"No, young, no more than 20. Handsome. In his own way." Astrid turned her eyes, spying the eager look on the harlot's face. "For a Roman."

She hated how Ruffnut smirked, or perhaps she hated how easily the woman read her. She opened her mouth to argue further, but was interrupted when one of the guards entered the bath.

"Astrid, you are summoned" he said plainly, standing in the door, waiting.

"As the Dominus commands" she said, rising from the water. She dressed in a clean loincloth, forsaking her tunic for a simple breast wrap. It was little more than a strip of linen across her bust, but it would do.

"You summoned me, Dominus." It was not a question.

"Yes," he said, sipping from a cup of wine. "Tell me Astrid, what do you know of General Jerius?"

"Only that he is known as Stoici Vistio" she said, following the movements of her Dominar with her eyes.

"General Jerius was responsible for the conquest of the North. He defeated fifteen thousand barbarians with a single, half strength legion. He has since retired to Rome."

"Why do you tell me this Dominus?"

"It turns out that Stoici has a son. They call him Hiccup."

"Hiccup?"

"Indeed, apparently the boy is some kind of failure."

"Forgive this gladiator's simple mind, but I still do not understand Dominus, what does any of this have to do with me?"

"I am getting to that. I spent the games playing host to Hiccup. The boy is no fool. A failure at warfare perhaps, but disturbingly clever. All through the primus he asked me questions, seemingly harmless and random in the asking. By the end of your bout I had told him exactly what I bought you for, how many fights you had won, even from whence you came."

"What is the harm in that?"

"I had no idea it was happening until it was over..."

Her Dominus looked truly disturbed, not used to being out thought let alone by a boy.

"I cannot fathom what he really wants. Regardless, he asked to see you tonight. I am in no position to refuse. You will go to his chambers presently, you have bathed?"

"Yes, Dominus."

"Good, dismissed. And Astrid, do your best to please him."

"As always I am at the service of my Dominus, and by extension his honored guests." She saluted and bowed, leaving for the guest quarters.

Her stomach turned, she had never seen the Dominus so unsettled, truly this 'Hiccup' must be a devious creature, not to be trusted. Not that any Roman could be trusted, but this one doubly so. She would steal herself, speak only when spoken too, service this boy, then leave him to plot whatever it was he wished.

She took a steading breath, as though reading for battle, and knocked upon his door before entering. What she saw was no surprising. Hiccup had been the young man in the Dominus' box that day, the one with the piercing green eyes.

"Oh, h-hi, hi, hello, uh, you m-must be Astrid?"

Truly? This stuttering child was the cause of her master's distress.

"I am."

"Good, good, p-please, come in, wine?"

"No, thank you. Shall I disrobe?"

"What?!" her question seemed to shock him, which confused her. "N-no. Please, sit, let us talk."

Her eyes narrowed, confused.

"I prefer to stand" she said defiantly. She should not have said that, that was a horrible mistake, what had she been thinking.

"If you insist." Astrid was struck dumb, it seemed. She could not move, could not think. Where was her punishment for defying the orders of a Roman?

"Forgive me my lord, am I not here to serve you?"

"Of course" the boy said, still smiling, still blushing like a fool on his first date. "I have never seen a gladiator up close, I was hoping you would like to talk. Join me for a drink and a game of Tabula."

Astrid moved to sit in the chair opposite Hiccup, still confused.

"This is not why most of your station call a Gladiator to their rooms." He blinked, seeming confused.

"Oh, you think I am here for your body. No, no not at all, I would never dream of wasting my poor skill in the bedroom on such a beauty."

This was all so strange, and not at all what she had expected.

"Very well, we shall play."
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The harsh light of the morning sun woke Astrid the next morning. Her head throbbed and her body ached, the night before a blure.

"Too much wine" she groaned, sitting up. She noticed immediately that she was naked, and laying on a soft bed of linen sheets, not the straw palate or hard bench she was used too.

She looked around, not remembering where she was or how she got there. She recognized the room as the quest quarters. She groaned again, seeing the thin frame of the General's sun standing by the open window.

"Glorious" she heard him say. "Ah, you wake. Last night was...remarkable." He smiled, a cold and victorious smirk masked by warmth. "Thank you for staying the night Astrid, you were right, Roman women truly _do not_ know what a tongue is for. Nor do they love so...vigorously as your people."

She groaned inwardly, recalling the night through the haze of wine. She had fallen for his trap, allowed herself to be caught off guard by his charm and soft nature. But in the end he had conquered her all the same.

"It was my honor and pleasure to be at your service" she said flatly.

"You need not lie to me, my sweet." His words made her sick, she wanted to kill him. How could she let a Roman enjoy her so...how could she allow herself to enjoy a Roman so?

"What would you have me say then, my lord?"

"You needn't say anything." He sat on the bed next to her, smiling that aggravating, arrogant smile that reminded her that she was a slave and he was as a god to her. "Your revulsion is plain on your face."

And then she saw it, the crack in his mask. While his lips may have smirked with greasy superiority, his eyes wept with revulsion. He hated treating her like she was not human. Like a slave. Could that be admiration, respect, _envy_ she saw in those emerald pools? She was stunned to silence, unable to speak, struck dumb not by words this time but by his soul.

Too late he seemed to realize his mistake, his eyes hardening, the mask replaced, the crack sealed.

"You may go" he said in a sickeningly sweet tone, meant to inflame her. It fell short of it's mark as she left, ready to return to the cells and the training floor.
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"So, was he good?" Astrid sighed as her thoughts were intruded upon by the whore. Again.

"Shouldn't you be sucking the Dominus' cock or tonguing the Dominar's cunt?" she asked, angry that her thoughts had been interrupted.

"Not tonight, it seems," she said, sitting down next to the bath.

"Servicing the guards then, I am sure they dream of your cunt."

"Oh surely" she said, that wolfish grin nothing but maddening tonight. "But then all men do, as do most women."

"Go away whore, I wish to be alone."

"Come on Astrid, I thought we were friends." Ruffnut sounded genuinely hurt, and Astrid wondered if perhaps she had gone too far. She sighed, surely falling for false hurt, but decided, against her better judgment, t o indulge her friend.

"He was...adequate."

"Adequate."

"He tricked me into bed Ruff, what would you like me to say?"

"I don't know, did you at least enjoy yourself?"

"Yes."

"Did he have a nice cock."

"Yes."

"Was it big?"

Astrid was silent, her cheeks turning a brighter shade of red than she was comfortable with.

"He was no fat, hairy, Senator, and that is all I shall say on the matter. Come, if you are going to loaf about the baths you may as well make yourself useful and help me shave."

The slave girl nodded and removed her dress and joined her in the water, though to call it a dress was both charitable and laughable. It was little more than a linen drape that hung limply from her neck. If she moved too quickly in it her breasts fell out, which was the point, she supposed.

Astrid retrieved the iron tools that was used to remove the hair and dead skin from the bodies of the Gladiators. Hair on the body of a gladiator was a dangerous thing. It slowed the movements and gave your enemy something painful to grab hold of. It was not just a preference of the gladiators, it was a requirement by the Dominus.

Astrid stood with arms extended while Ruffnut dragged the blade of the iron shaver down her arm, raking away any hair present. She would do this many times, dragging the iron blade over her entire body until not a hair below her neck.

"So, tell me" Ruffnut asked, smirking. "How does the Dominus reward you for your victories? I do not think you would fancy the girls he would send you."

"Sometimes" Astrid replied, smirking. "Mostly he sends me boys, young, handsome, soft ones whom can be molded as I desire." She smiles, lifting an eyebrow at the salve.

"I should have been a gladiator," said Ruffnut, laughing.

"You would have been slain in training."

"Probably."

"So count your blessings all you need to do is pleasure the guards and serve the Dominus and Dominar when they command it."

"As you wish."

The pair finished in silence before embracing and turning in for the night. When Astrid returned to her cell, however, she found a note waiting in her boot.

_Devine beauty, I would see you again should you have me. I feel we have much to discuss. Until I see you again, my Valkyrie. Singultus._

Astrid read the note three more times, before sighing and tossing it away. She was too tired for secret missives and messages.
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**Well, hope you enjoyed that, it's a bit long but I liked writing it. **


End file.
